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Miscellanies, 189 

No loved one near, to soothe his aching form, 

To cool his parching lips, now and anon, 

Alone, his ebbing sands must slowly run. 

Could all the glories of the battle field, 

A fame, an honor, or a substance yield, 

That e'er could cheer your hearts, as he had done ? 

Ah no ! And yet upon that bloody plain, 

There lies not one, in all that mangled heap 

Who leaves not parents, sisters, friends, to weep. 

Go now, fond mother, teach your darling hoy 

The arts of war ; cause his aspiring soul 

To shout at martial pomp ; to cheer the roll 

Of stirring drum. Le N t every little toy 

Point to this end ; let not his shouts of joy 

Be mingled with thoughts of dying groans, 

But tell of laurels o'er the pathway strown 

Of Conquerors. Go deck your baby boy 

In soldier's garb, the feather in his cap, 

And place within his hands the mimic gun, 

The sword, the spear, aye, last of all, the drum; 

Teach him to train, to fight with this or that 

In mimi« fray, then hear his dying moan 

On yonder battle-field, unheard, unknown. 



" War is the fashion of a former age 

Of which the scholar reads with solemn wonder, 
And mutely pities, as he turns the page, 

The madness that kept man and man asunder. 

The weak dwell safely ; right prevails o'er might ; 

Law binds its subjects with a moral fetter ; 
All for some end of general good unite, 

And strive to make the world they live in better " 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



A Battle-Field. — Stand in imagination, on a summer's morning, upon 
a field of battle. Earth and sky melt together in light and harmony. The 
air is rich with fragrance, and sweet with the song of birds ; but suddenly 
break in the sounds of fierce music, and the measured tramp of thousands. 
Eager squadrons shake the earth with thunder, and files of bristling steel 
kindle in the sun ; and opposed to each other, line to line, face to face, are 
now arrayed men whom God has made in the same likeness, and 
whose nature he has touched to the same issues. The same heart beats in 
all. In the momentary hush, like a swift mist, sweeps before them the im- 
age of home ; voices of children prattle in their ears ; memories of affection 
stir among their silent prayers. They cherish the same sanctities, too. 
They have read from the same book. It is to them the same charter of life 



